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will be as long as  any preceding thirty.   *Tis a fair
rule-of-three sum!   ,
Among the strange fantasies which beset me at the
commencement of my freedom, and of which all traces
are not yet gone, one was, that a vast tract of time had
intervened since I quitted the Counting House. I could
not conceive of it as an affair of yesterday. The part-
ners, and the clerks, with whom I had for so many
years, and for so many hours in each day of the year,
been closely associated—being suddenly removed from
them—they seemed as dead to me. There is a fine pass-
age, which may serve to illustrate this fancy, in a Tra-
gedy by Sir Robert Howard, speaking of a friend's death i
	" 'Twas but just now he went away;
I have not since had time to shed a tear;
And yet the distance does the same appear
As if he had been a thousand years from me.
Time takes no measure In Eternity."
To dissipate this awkward feeling, I have been fain to
go among them once or twice since; to visit my old desk-
fellows—my co-brethren of the quill—that I had left be-
low in the state militant. Not all the kindness with
which they received me could quite restore to me that
pleasant familiarity, which I had heretofore enjoyed
among them. We cracked some of our old jokes, but
methought they went off but faintly. My old desk ; the
peg where I hung my hat, were appropriated to another.
I knew it must be, but I could not take it kindly..
D	1 take me, if I did not feel some remorse—beast*
if I had not,—at quitting my old compeers, the faithful
partners of my toils for six and thirty years, that
smoothed for me with their jokes and conundrums the
ruggedness of my professional road. Had it been so-

